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In October, 1891, this, Herbert's second provincial tour,
reached its end, intensely to my regret, for it had been full of
excitement, adventure and success. Herbert must have loved
it too, for he spent smno. of Jus happiest: hours with the lifelong
friends that lie made. Of these, the distinguished society of
Dr. Mahaffy and Mr. Edward Dowden were necessarily of
supreme interest to him, and many delightful hours were spent
over the absorbing topic of Shakespeare -the idol of all three.

In Manchester, the late Mr. Broadliekl was our constant friend.
He had the simplest and sweetest of natures, combined with
a very powerful intellect ; every moment spent in his company
was of value and enjoyment, and he remained our honoured
friend until he died.

This tour was made iridescent with, the weavings of romance,
Fred Terry and Julia Neilstm had loved one another since they
had met as lover and heroine in Comedy and Tragedy, but it
was not until this autumn that, either breaking down or defying
opposition, they married. By this time, having begun with
no such tender tendencies towards her, I hud learnt to love and
admire Julia, had learnt to know the large and lovely amiability
of her disposition, her steadfastness and loyalty. Her spirit
was as lovely as her face ; she was grand of heart as of person.
Her marriage was more or less of an elopement, and I was more
or less in their confidence. Docs she remember, I wonder, bring-
ing to my dressing-room a little ruby heart, as a token of
gratitude for sympathy ? Well, -Fred Terry and Julia Neilson
married, and in October Herbert reopened the Hay market
Theatre with The Dancing (IwL It had all the old success
because, of the happy-ovcr-aftcr love affair, for Julia and Fred
were already adored of their audiences,

Except for Queen-Down Warren we were homeless this
autumn; lodgings in Cadogan Place, a Hat in Mount Street :~
but wherever I lived I trod on air, for I had nothing in the world
to grieve or vex me. Ail Herbert's friends were my friends;
the theatre, whether or no 1 acted, seemed mine as much as
his, I sang my existence away; sang, house-hunted, devised
clothes, collected furniture, read a little, laughed incessantly-
had a silly habit of pirouetting through life. I ^rite of what I
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